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they may be somewhere near the head and lyre of
Orpheus, which "was thrown into the Hehnis and floated
out to sea, as far as the island of Lesbos, where the head
still continued uttering doleful cries, the lyre, stirred by
the wind, playing an accompaniment. He Is wrong,
however. It is only that they have sailed within the
confines of the Frozen Sea, where a twelvemonth or so
before there had been a great battle between two native
tribes, and as the war took place in winter, the noise of
the conflict, with the discharge of the guns, the neighing
of horses, and the cries of the wounded, naturally froze,
and were only now beginning to melt. This episode,
like those of the great sea-monster, and the island of
wind, admits of almost every kind of interpretation. It
seems to me that it is simply told as an amusing story.
"We come next to an island which is rugged, craggy,
and barren. The yoyagers land with difficulty, and with
a great deal of trouble climb up the rocky sides, and
find themselves, to their great sircprise, when they reached
the top, on a mountain so fertile, so pleasant, and so
healthful, that they think they must have arrived at the
Earthly Paradise.
This place is ruled by the great Gaster, First Master of
Arts in the world. And here follows a most ingenious
and most pleasantly worked out apologue.
Gaster, the stomach, which must be kept daily sup-
plied, represents Necessity, the cause of all inventions,
the first Master of Arts.
" We were obliged to do reverence and honour, and swear
allegiance to that chivalrous king, for he is imperious,
rigorous, "blunt, hard, and inflexible : you cannot make him
believe anything, you cannot represent anything to him, or